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* Et toi done ? ' said he who had quoted Dante, turn-
ing to a student, whose birthplace was unmistakable,
even had  he been addressed in any other language :
b que dls-tu de ce genre-la ? '

* Moi ? ' returned the Frenchman, standing back from
his easel, and looking at me and at the figure,  quite
politely, though with an evident reservation :   * Je dis,
mon cher, que c'est une specialite dont je me fiche pas
mal.   Je tiens que quand on ne comprend pas une chose,
c'est qu'elle ne signine rien.'

My reader thinks possibly that the French student
was right.